As I ka) 


he editors of Kiokedil. the Soviet 


humor magazine. He told them 
about MAD and its success and how 
he had occasionally been labeled a 
Communist. 


“But, of course, I’m not a 


Communist,” he explained. 

“With your circulation, I 
wouldn't think you would be,” 
one of the Krokodil editors said. 

At one point, the conversation 
turned to the modes of 
living of MAD peo- 
ple versus Krokodil 
people. “I mentioned 
that T lived in a 
twelve-room apart- 
ment in Manhattan 
and that I paid 
a monthly rent 
of twelve hundred 
and seventy dollars,” 

Gaines recalls. “This, I 
willkadmit, is an outra- 
5 ount to pay 
, especially 
à time, I was 
living there 
lone, hav- 


ing been separated from Nancy. The 
Krokodil editors found it hard to 
believe.” 

On the MAD trip, Gaines reap 
peared at Krokodil, this time with 
his entourage. The reception was 
more restrained. There were three 
Krokodil editors in attendance, 
instead of four, and the conversation 


This is Greek text: Sergio Aragones 


and Irving Schild in Greece during a 1969 MAD trip that 
started in Africa. (The reference to Greek text is a printer's 
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term that had our art department in stitches.) 


believes that the 
prepared for the MAD group, di 
want to be prepared for the MAD 
group, or pretended not to be pre- 
pared for the MAD group. In any 
case, it was pretty much of a point- 
less visit, except for one moment of 
nostalgia. That was when the 
Krokodil editors recalled Gaines’s 
previous visit and the chat about his 
$1,270-a-month 
apartment. That 
was the one item 
that had stuck in 
their minds, and 
they admitted they 
had talked about it 
for months. 
Intourist kept 
close tabs on 
the MAD group, 
something that 
Gaines long ago 
gave up on. 
During the early 
trips, he was a 
combination 
field general 
and Santa 
Claus, organizing group 
activities and handing out 
spending money. In San 
Juan, we noticed a non-MAD 


FROM THE PERSONAL COLLECTION OF IRVING SCHILD 


FROM THE PERSONAL COLLECTION O° IRVING SCHILD 


guest who bore a striking resem- 
blance to MAD’s Larry Siegal. On 
hearing this, DeBartolo remarked, 
“Gaines saw him this morning and 
automatically gave him eighty dol- 
lars in spending money.” No longer. 
Gaines now pays only for plane 
fares and for hotels, usually on the 
American Plan, and makes little 
attempt to regulate the group’s 
spare time. Today, checking into a 
hotel of a cosmopolitan city is the 
signal for the MADmen to throw 
their bags into their rooms and 
break loose. 

George Woodbridge, army buff 
and war nut, speeds off to military 
outposts where he bargains for, say, 
a World War I lance corporal’s 
stripes or a cartridge casing used in 
the Boer War. John Putnam scours 
shops for additions to his prized col- 
lection of sea shells. Photographer 


Irving Schild takes busmen’s holi- 


Ship of Fools? MADmen (clockwise from left) Frank Jacobs, Paul 
Coker, Bill Gaines, Dave Berg, Sid Gwirtzman, Al Jaffee, and Bob 


Clarke on a 1973 Mexican boat ride. 


days and wanders off to take 
vast numbers of slides of Pai 
street lamps and decaying 
wharves. Paul Coker dis- 
appears for hours at a 
time and almost liter- 
ally loses himself in 
obscure art galleries 
and museums. 

DeBartolo is a 
wildlife conserva- 
tion zealot. During 
our last day in 
Nairobi, a Sunday, 
he roamed through 
the business district, 
placing leaflets protest- 
ing the slaughter of animals 
far their skins under the doors 
of shopkeepers. DeBartolo is a 
bachelor and probably more of a 
loner than any of his colleagues, but 
even he occasionally gets homesick 
for his companions in New York. In 
» Rome, he shelled out 
twenty-seven dollars 
for a trans-Atlantic 
call in order to speak 
| with his two dogs, 
Wags and Brandy, 
being cared for in his 
absence by a woman 
in his apartment 
| house. It cheered 

| him to learn that 
Il they recognized his 
| voice. “They barked 

and ran around like 
| crazy,” he recalls 
| 


fondly. 

The most gregari 
ous of the MADmen 
is Aragones, whose 
A curiosity and spirit 
Sy | of adventure seldom 
E flag. After the third 
E day in Kenya, he had 

| mastered enough 
Swahili to be able to 
converse, albeit in 
halting phrases, with 
our drivers in their 


native tongue. In Italy, he took over 
the microphone from the guide on 
the bus and gave an impromptu, 
thoroughly inaccurate description 
of Ravenna. 

Aragones appears to live in his 
own theatre of the ahsurd. He is 
especially fond of infiltrating tours 
of Japanese or East Indians who are 
having their group picture taken. As 
a result, the beaming face of 
Aragones is today a permanent, tow 
ering presence in the vacation 
scrapbooks of several hundred puz- 
zled Asiatics. 

The passion of Meglin is sketch- 
ing, a pursuit which caused some 
uneasy moments in a bush village in 
the Surinam interior. Meglin had just 
finished a portrait of a rather impos- 
ing native chief. “Mine,” said the 
chief, pointing to the drawing. “Noj 
mine,” said Meglin. At which point 
the tour guide suggested that if 
might be a good idea for Meglin to 
relinquish the sketch. Noticing that 
the chief was giving him 
menacing glances, 
Meglin qui¢kly 
handed over the 
sketch, then did 
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another one for himself. Says he, “T 
did what any other red-blooded 
American would have done who 
was scared out of his wits.” 

Toward the end of each junket, 
the MAD group resembles a travel- 
ing souvenir stand. Thanks to the 
yearly excursions, most of our 
homes are now cluttered with 
mahogany masks from Haiti, Masai 
spears and carved clephants from 
Kenya, woodblocks and silks from 
Japan and Hong Kong, jade from 
Bangkok, and ermine and samovars 
from Russia. 

Perhaps it is this 
willingness to 
explore, buy, and 
collect that distin- 
Suishes the MAD 
traveler. I recall 
Walking into a small 
curio Shop the first 
day in Haili. The 
proprietor wel- 
comed me with the 
words, “You must be 
from MAD.” “That’s 
right,” I said, “but 


WILL YOU Guys 


T vev.to 
À pani Sop ATS 


F'cRISSAkE! \ = 


= | 
i 

| 
i how did you know 
A | we were here?” The 
+ proprietor smiled 
and answered mys- 
teriously, “All Haiti 
knows you are 
herc.” Even then 
they knew. 

The effects of 

the trips can be 
far-reaching. One 
MADinan found 
Paris so roman- 
tic that it 
inspired him to 
get divorced 
when he 
returned home. 
From Nairobi, I 

brought back a 

carved fertility 

god, placed it 
on the mantelpiece, and a 
year later became a father. 

In Tokyo, Gaines met two 
Japanese schoolchildren, and now 
corresponds with them, faithfully 
taking each letter to a waiter in a 
New York Japanese restaurant for 
translation. Jack Davis learned 
that humor is an unpredictable 
thing when he did some black- 
board sketches for a class of fifth- 
graders in Surinam. The kids 
showed little response when he 
drew Donald Duck. They broke 
up when he caricatured their 
teacher. 


l 
j 


t 


Most of the MAD travelers rate 
the Africa and Surinam trips at the 
top of their list. This is probably 
because these were locales that 
most effectively took us away from 
the everyday. In 1969, after nine 
days in the bush of Kenya and 
Tanzania, we returned to Nairobi, 
where we found that during our 
absence Ilo Chi Minh, Drew 
Pearson, and Rocky Marciano had 
died and that the Mets were only 
onc game out of first place. This 
feeling of isolation was equaled only 
in Russia, where I learned, by a 
chance mecting with a Moscow 
journalist, that Nikita Khrushchev 
had died two days earlier, while we 
were there. If not for that meeting, I 
doubt that we would have heard the 
news until we had reached our next 
stop, Amsterdam. 

Looking back on the trips, it is 
difficult to select a high point. For 
some it might be the initial impact of 
the splendored spaciousness of St. 
Mark’s Square in Venice. Others 
might choose the cruise up the 
Marowijne in Surinam. Or the first 


\ DONT KNOW HOW WOSE 
POOF DEVILS CAN LIVE 
IN SOCH SQUALOR? 
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Some samples from the MAD trip books presented 
to Bill by the Ususal Gang of Idiots as a token of 


gee ON 
Sf Ss their appreciation after each MAD trip. Some pages, 
a ©) p j Br I like Don Martin's Spanish food gag (upper left) 
SF Ses wound up being redrawn and printed in MAD. 
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glimpse of elephant that night at 
Treetops. Or the Kremlin at nigiri 


3 ty, we entered 
a dimly-lit bistro. An aging four-blad- 
ed fan hung from the ceiling, circu- 
lating what little air there was. 
Seated around a circular table in a 
corner, drinking cognac and, I am 
sure, discussing matters of shadowy 
intrigue, were five vintage colonial 
types — policeman, baker, mer- 
chant, seafarer, bistro owner. They 
looked up at us and glowered. For a 
brief moment I was cut off from 
time and reality and fully expected 
Sydney Greenstreet to emerge, 
white-suited, from an unseen 
door and offer me the mask of 
Demetrios in return for a pas- 
sage to Marseilles. 

Gaines, who seems to have been 
born to travel, lives for the MAD 
trips. I suspect, however, that his 
favorite moments occur a few 
months after they are over. Each 
year the MADmen treat him to a 
dinner, usually at Little Charlie’s, 
and present him with The Book. The 
Book is a leather bound volume con- 
taining commemorative contribu- 
tions from all of the travelers. None 


Guiana. ea since my rd 
been fascinated with e 
French Guiana, remote, forbidding 
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ONE LAST LOOK 


Nineteen seventy-two was a vin- 
tage year for Gaines. 

For starters, there was the pre- 
miere of Tales From The Crypt, a 
film dovetailing five of his horror 
tales and starring, among others, Sir 


Ralph Richardson, Joan pian and 


eted with the aiins 
ând, araci the photography, 
h illuminated the stories in 


r, the drawings were encdSed in 
, and hundreds of convention- 
eers passed through, viewing in 
hushed admiration the hallowed 
panels showing men being devoured 
by giant mice and wives chopping 
their husbands into small bits. 

About the same time, the men of 
MAD were guests of honor at the 
National Cartoonists Society. Milton 
Caniff, the creator of Terry and the 
Pirates and Steven Canyon, extolled 
MAD and wondered how it main- 
tained its quality ycar after year. 
Gaines answered, “The same way 
you keep doing it — talent.” 

Gaines has been rich for several 
years. Today, despite his startling 
beard, hair, and general appearance, 
he is discovering that he has also 
become respectable. Once pilloried 
as the enfant terrible of the comics, 
he is now one of the industry’s elder 
statesmen. Recently, twenty-three of 
his horror and suspense stories were 
reprinted in a gorgeous, giant-size 
volume by Nostalgia Press“ The 
book has proved a splendid seller 
at $19.95, which is an indication 
of the stature the gory 
tales have achieved 
Gaines is under 
standably proud 
to see his’ once- 
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damned comics now recognized as 
classics. But he feels the ultimate 
vindication has come with the letters 
that have poured in from his readers 
of twenty years ago. 

One fan, Mike Coman, of Land- 
over, Maryland, wrote: 


Yes, two decades later, horror is 
everlasting, and Gaines stands 
redeemed. When National Periodical 
Publications, the company that 
wanted Gaines’s scalp in the fifties, 
found recently that it required a 

business advisor, who 


tant to the comic-book house, cur- 
rently headed by his friend of many 
years, Carmine Infantino. 

There are some who believe that 
if Gaines doesn’t watch his step, he 
will find himself reigning high in the 
corporate structure. I doubt this. As 
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This concludes our serialization of 

The MAD World of William M. Gaines, but 
watch for all-new bonus features starting 
in MAD XL #7! Like what? Like MAD Marginals 
XL, classic Sergio Aragones marginal 
cartoons presented in their original, 
nearsighted-friendly full-size form for the 
first time! Like Best of the Web, original bits 
from madmag.com presented in print for 
the first time! Also, expanded Idiot of the 
issue Profiles, more movie outtakes and 
other Certifiable MADness! So check out 
MAD XL#7 on sale 12/19! Fa fa fa! 


=r 


(Clockwise from lower left) 
When Gaines let loose, his 
bellowing laugh could be 
heard throughout the MAD 
offices, though It was 
sometimes mistaken for the 
plaintive wail of a dog run 
over by a steamroller. in the 
mid-1980s, Gaines rented a 
vintage railway dining car 
and transported the entire 
MAD staff on a surprise trip 
to Boston. Gaines in a 
familiar pose at his desk 
at 485 MADison Ave. Frank 
Jacobs, author of The MAD 
World of William M. Gaines 
with his favorite subject. 
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